CHAPTER 33 


May 16, 2011 


“And now for the morning announcements.” 


Justin leaned back in his chair slightly as the intercom kicked on. It was Monday 
morning, which meant the elaborate prank Justin had set up would be kicked into 
full-swing this morning. He wasn’t personally watching it over the live-stream at the 
moment, though Yosuke had been. Everyone else had decided to just watch the 
recorded version on YouTube later. Justin leaned back slightly towards Yosuke, his 
head tilted slightly to the side. 


“Did they realize the announcement sheet was fake?” 
“Doesn't look like it so far.” 


Justin grinned devilishly, turning his attention back up towards the sound buzzing 
out of the intercom. 


“Mr. Marooka will be holding additions for the ballet club after school today in room 
2-E after school today. Be sure to have an outfit to change into.” 


“Oh man, | get the feeling King Moron is going to enjoy that.” Yosuke chuckled from 
behind Justin. 


“You think anyone will show?” Justin smirked. He kind of hoped someone did. He 
could only imagine how King Moron would react to someone approaching him 
wearing a tutu. He’d probably lose his shit. 


“| would hope not!” 


Justin could only imagine what it would be like for King Moron to teach ballet. He’d 
be constantly shouting about how those tutus weren’t modest enough, and how 
everyone was a slut. And god help him if King Moron taught through example. The 
thought of King Moron twirling around, tutu or not, was ridiculously hilarious. Justin 
averted his gaze from Yosuke to direct it towards King Moron, whose face was 
completely red with anger. 


“Huh!? Now wait just a second here!” 


And with that King Moron made his way out of the room, most likely to remedy the 
problem. Which was great because now no one had to choke back their laughter, or 
whisper back and forth while discussing Justin’s ‘corrections’ to the morning 
announcements. 


“A reminder to all students that tomorrow is a dress-down day. Be sure to bring in 
the 500 yen dress-down fee to Mr. Kondo in room 2-G.” 


“Huh? There’s no room 2-G...” Yukiko questioned. 


Justin couldn’t help but shake his head in slight disgust. Of course there was no 2-G. 
That was the point. 


“That’s the joke.” 
“| don’t get it.” 


“Well, you’re going to have at least a few people that are stupid enough to believe 
that. So they’Il all end up coming to school in their normal clothes, looking for room 
2-G.” 


“But there won’t actually BE a 2-G... Okay, | get it.” 
“Man, that’s cruel.” Yosuke added from behind Justin. 
“Were you expecting any less from me?” 

“Not at all.” 


“Attention, Yosuke Hanamura, a pink wallet had been found with your ID in it. 
Please stop by the student life office at your earliest convenience to pick it up.” 


Yosuke’s jaw practically hit the ground, as the words left the announcer’s mouth. Yu 
had burst into a fit of laughter, much to Yosuke’s displeasure. Yu had read the 
entire announcement bulletin the day they had swapped it off with the real one, so 
he already knew it was coming. He was dying to see how Yosuke reacted to it. 
Given the slight jab Yosuke give him in the ribs when he started laughing, he could 
only assume very poorly. 


“Dude, what the hell!” 


“Whoops.” Justin laughed as Yosuke’s gritted his teeth together. He was getting 
more than a few funny looks from the rest of the class, much to his displeasure. 


“Those are all the announcements for the day. Fuck the system--... Wait, what...?” 


“Wow, | can’t believe that last part worked.” Chie seemed astonished that whoever 
was reading the announcements off hadn’t stopped once they spotted the word 
fuck. 


“You’re supposed to do it using a teleprompter, but alas, a piece of paper seems to 
work just as well if you hide it well enough.” 


“Oh, man...” Yosuke was fighting back laughter as he flipped his phone back open 
to the livestream. 


“What?” 


“They just turned on the television. Right when King Moron walked in. You should 
see the look on his face.” 


“You think he’s going to give the teacher’s a lesson on modesty now?” Justin 
chuckled. 


“It’s not that kind of look.” 


“Oh that is just creepy...” Chie interjected, as she realized what Yosuke had meant 
by that. Justin just laughed harder. It was never a secret that King Moron was a 
closet pervert. 


“It’s King Moron. Of course it is.” 


A long, and very awkward day of school soon passed afterwards. All of the teacher’s 
seemed on edge by Justin’s sabotage of the teacher’s lounge. It seemed they were 
in another mind set entirely; trying to figure out what in the fuck was going on. King 
Moron especially, who seemed more than a little distracted. Justin wasn’t sure if 
that was funny as hell, or ridiculously disturbing. Maybe both. Eventually, school 
ended, as it always does. King Moron could not have rushed out of that class any 
faster than he had. Probably so he could get dibs on the television in the teacher’s 
lounge. All the same, the entire group gathered around in their usual circle around 
their desks. As fun as the pranks in the morning had been, they still had a lot of 
business to discuss. 


“The one who was on last night... it’s THAT guy, right...?” 
“Kanji Tatsumi, huh? He definitely didn’t look like the social type.” 


Justin couldn’t help but raise his eyebrow slightly. It wasn’t that what Yosuke had 
said was false or anything like that; he just failed to see how that was relevant to 
the case in any shape or form. What would his personality have to do with him 
being kidnapped? 


“Now there’s an understatement. Isn’t he really scary? Did you see the news special 
the other day?” 


“Yeah, | saw it.” 


“You mean the special on biker gangs? | watched it too.” 


“And | watched it first. | was watching biker gang specials before it was mainstream, 
man.” Justin tried to come off as much of an obnoxious hipster as much as possible, 
but it seemed to go over everyone's head; save for maybe Yosuke. 


“You know, he wasn’t like that when he was younger...” 


Justin’s smirk faded from his face as the words left Yukiko’s mouth. She knew this 
guy before? Factor that in with that whole “legend” comment from earlier, and 
Justin was sure Yu was probably pissed out of his mind right now. Looking at Yu 
then, he certainly didn’t look mad, though looks can be deceiving. 


“You know him, Yukiko?” 


“Uh-huh, but we haven’t talked to each other in a long time. His family runs a textile 
shop, and we’ve been a customer of theirs for many years. So | speak to Kanji-kun’s 
mother from time to time.” 


“So you know each other through work?” 
“Something like that.” 


Justin shrugged slightly. He found it a bit odd that Kanji’s family would own a textile 
shop, though he supposed Kanji’s personality and interests really didn’t factor into 
his family’s business all that much. 


“Oh, why don’t we go there now? We might be able to talk to him in person.” 


Justin squinted slightly. He wasn’t sure that was a great idea. He didn’t know much 
about this Kanji guy, but from the looks of it, he didn’t want any attention being 
attracted to him. And five people showing up at his door telling him he may or may 
not be kidnapped? Well, he simply couldn’t imagine that ending without someone 
getting a broken leg. 


“Sounds good. At the very least, we can ask if anything strange has come up lately. 
| wouldn’t want to run into him in a dark alley, but I’m pretty sure he won't fly off 
the handle in his family’s store.” 


“| don’t know about that. Ever hear that expression about a bull in a china shop?” 


“| don’t think that’s quite what they mean.” Yosuke added, trying to correct Justin. 
He knew exactly what the expression was supposed to mean, but he thought it 
applied all the same. Yosuke sighed slightly, dismissing Justin’s concerns as if they 
were non-existent. He tended to do that a lot. Justin wasn’t even sure why he 
bothered talking at these meetings. Nothing he said seemed to make a difference. 


“Alright, then let’s get going.” 


“If things get rough, we’re counting on you guys!” 


“If by guys you mean anyone that’s not me, then yeah, sure.” 
“Dude, don’t be such a coward.” 
“I’m not being a coward, I’m being smart. Have you ever seen me in a fist-fight?” 


“Yeah. Don’t you remember those thugs?” Chie added, trying to disprove Justin’s 
theory. A wide smile seemed to be stretching across her face as well, though Justin 
couldn’t guess why. It wasn’t like it was that impressive of a fight. 


“The wall did most of the work.” 


The group made their way inside the textile shop after a good half hour or so of 
walking. By the time they had made it to the store, they were greeted by the sight 
of two people; an elderly lady behind the counter, and what appeared to be a young 
boy. Justin briefly wondered who he was before Yukiko broke the silence with her 
greetings. 


“Hello.” 
“Ah, Yuki-chan, it’s so nice to see you.” 
“Well then, if you’ll excuse me ma’am.” 


Justin forcibly blinked twice as the boy spoke up. That was definitely not a guy’s 
voice. Justin squinted slightly, getting a better look at whoever this was. Upon 
further examination, it was certainly not a guy’s face either. The facial structure was 
all off, the jawline, the chin, the cheek bones, the eyes; all of it. It resembled the 
facial structure of a female, not a man. Hell, even this person’s body shape. The 
way the body curved around the waist, the length and width of her limbs; all of it 
was female anatomy. Either this was one motherfucking feminine guy, or he was a 
she. Though that begged the question what was up with the get-up; especially that 
hat. It looked really good, don’t get him wrong, but it didn’t really seem like 
something a girl would want to wear. 


“I’m sorry that | couldn’t help more.” 
“It’s all right; you’ve given me plenty to think about. Thank you.” 


Yep, definitely a girl. Justin thought to himself. The way her voice seemed to roll 
over each of the syllables in her sentence; he had never heard a single guy do that, 
yet every single girl he knew did. It was a dead giveaway. The girl gave the elderly 
woman a quick nod of respect before making her way out of the door, passing 
completely by the group without so much as a goodbye. 


“What's up with him... Weirdo.” 


Justin couldn’t really believe what he had heard Yosuke say. Him. He thought that 
was a guy...? And why was no one objecting to Yosuke calling her a he. Justin 
thought it was clear as day that was a girl, yet everyone seemed more than 
convinced it was in fact a dude. Justin didn’t know whether he should feel honored 
to be the only one to catch on, or disgusted that they couldn’t tell the two genders 
apart. 


“l’unno. Never seen him before.” 


Oh come on Chie. You are a girl. You should be able to notice this kind of stuff. 
Goddamn. 


“Yuki-chan you’re as lovely as always.” 


Justin shook the topic of the girl out of his mind. It was completely irrelevant, and 
they did have something they needed to do here after all. He focused his attention 
over to the elderly women sitting behind the counter. 


“Your features are starting to remind me of your mother when she was young.” 
Yeah... That’s totally not a creepy thing to say to someone... 

“How can | help you today? Are you out shopping with your friends?” 

“Oh, um... Well actually...” 


Yu, Yukiko and Justin all made their way closer up to the counter. Chie and Yosuke 
seemed to be distracted by the merchandise in the store, much to Justin’s 
displeasure. They were here to get answers, not shop. They could do that later if 
they really wanted to. 


“Is Kanji-kun in? We need to ask him something.” Yukiko asked, a smile across her 
face. 


“Oh, I’m afraid not. He stepped out for a little bit.” 
“Oh, | see...” 


Leave it to Yukiko to sound so disappointed yet so polite at the same time. The 
three’s short-lived investigation on the matter was interrupted soon after, however, 
by the sound of Chie’s voice on the other end of the store. 


“Hey, this scarf... I’ve seen this somewhere before...” 


Yosuke, having heard Chie, made his way over from the opposite end of the store, 
examining the design of the scarf on his way over. 


“Hm? Huh, you’re right. Where was that...?” 


Now Justin was more than a little curious. He diverted his attention away from the 
two to examine the scarf itself. Come to think of it, Justin had remembered seeing 
this design before, though not WHERE he had seen it. Justin sighed slightly. His 
memory had gone to shit as of late, apparently. 


“Oh! It was that place! Inside the TV!” 


The minute the words came out of Chie’s mouth, Justin recognized the design. This 
was the same kind of scarf that had been tied in a noose the first time they had 
entered the television. He had almost forgotten all about it. Still, all the same Justin 
made a quick motion of his hand near his throat towards Chie, telling her to shut up 
about the TV. She seemed slightly embarrassed that she had accidently said that 
out loud when there were people other than themselves there, but then, there was 
no real way of describing it without bringing some sort of attention to the group. 


“That’s right! That room with those faceless posters... Then... it’s that 
announcer’s...” 


“Are you acquaintances of Ms. Yamano?” 
“Uh, well, kinda... Um... Did Ms. Yamano happen to have a scarf like this?” 


“Yes, it was a special order she placed. She actually ordered a pair, but in the end, 
she said she only wanted the woman ’s scarf. It left us with no choice but to sell this 
one separately.” 


That probably had to do with the whole affair scandal, though Justin supposed that 
was entirely irrelevant at this point. What had bothered him was that this was in 
fact Yamano’s scarf. So that means that the scarf they had seen tied into a noose 
was Yamano’s. Come to think of it, Justin’s shadow had confirmed she wasn’t killed 
by her own shadow; after all, if that were the case her own shadow would have 
taken Yamano’s place, right? So then could she have... you know... No, she couldn’t 
have. Where was the body? What was that crap his shadow said about “minor 
shadows.” He didn’t even know if he could trust a word his shadow said anymore; 
after all his shadow WAS trying to kill him. 


“Oh man... There IS a connection to the first case...! What are we gonna do...?” 
“H-how should | know?” 


Justin cupped his hand around his chin, slightly rubbing at it with his index finger. It 
wasn’t so much a question of what to do as it was a question of what it meant. 
Justin was snapped out of his thoughts, however, by the sound of knocking on the 
back door. 


“Hello! Delivery here for the Tatsumis!” 


“Oh, I’ll be right there. I’m sorry, you'll have to excuse me.” 


“Oh, it’s okay. We should get going.” 


What? But we still haven’t gotten a hold of Kanji. You know. The thing we fucking 
came here for! 


“I'll come again, Ma’am.” 
“Is that so? Well, then please say hello to your mother for me.” 


And with that, the elderly women stood up and took her leave. Justin just nodded his 
head in disgust. Yes, she had to go answer the door, but it would only take her a 
minute tops. There was no reason for them to leave when they still hadn’t 
accomplished what they had come here for in the first place. He sighed slightly as 
the group made their way out the door, talking as they walked out. 


“It really is connected to the first case after all... But it’s just a scarf. Would the 
killer target someone just because of that...?” 


“Maybe it’s just a coincidence.” Justin sooke up. Deep down Justin believed that that 
scarf was significant, but he had to consider every possibility; even the possibility 
that it was irrelevant to the case. 


“Dammit, what’s going on...?” 


The group stopped walking as they finished exiting the building. They probably 
would have kept walking too, had it not been for Yukiko stopping in front of them, 
an expression of surprise on her face. Justin was curious as to what had made her 
stop at first, though he completely understood once Yukiko spoke up. 


“Huh...? It’s Kanji-kun.” 
“Wha- Quick, hide!” 
“What?” 


Justin couldn’t believe it as the entirety of the group made a mad dash over to the 
wall of an adjacent building, behind a lamp post. On one hand, they were trying to 
hide behind a fucking lamp post. All four of them, the same lamp post. Like 
seriously, could even ONE person hide like that? It looked absolutely ridiculous. 
Secondly, weren’t they here to talk to him? Why the fuck were they running away? 
Justin groaned as he slowly made his way over to the rest of the group, looks of 
Slight anger following him the entire way through. He could tell they were slightly 
pissed he had taken so long to hide for cover, though he shouldn’t have had to in 
the first place. 


Either way, Justin turned his attention over to where the rest of the group had been 
starring. Kanji was standing there, chatting to someone. It was hard to see, what 
with four people standing in front of him, so she side-stepped slightly to get a better 


view. It was that girl from inside the textile shop just a moment ago. It looked like 
the two were having a fairly civil conversation, though that just begged the question 
who this girl was, and what it was she was doing with Kanji. 


“You're not fooling anyone you know.” Chie spoke up, as though only just realizing 
how ridiculous they all looked hiding behind the lamp post. Justin had hoped that 
would be invitation for them to stop making assess out of themselves, but alas, it 
was not. 


“Shh! | can’t hear what they’re saying!” 


“Then get a fucking hearing aid. | can hear it just fine, and I’m two people behind 
you.” 


Yosuke give him a quick glare before turning back to the conversation. 
“T-Tomorrow’s fine with me... Huh? S-School? ‘Course I’m going to school...” 
“Then I’ll meet you at the gates after school tomorrow.” 

The girl in purple walked off soon after that, leaving Kanji to his musings. 
“D-Did he say he was interested...?” 

SHE. Jesus Christ, people; SHE. It’s not that fucking hard. 

“He’s a guy... and I’m a guy... But... he’s interested in me...?” 


Justin blinked hard twice. It had just started to seep in what Kanji had meant by 
interested. Justin could hardly believe it himself, and he was the one to come up 
with that conclusion. Everything he knew about Kanji, nothing really pointed to him 
being... you know... Maybe Justin had just misunderstood what he had heard. Kanji 
did seem confused that a guy was interested in him, but that doesn’t necessarily 
mean he rolls that way; he could just be confused why a guy would be interested in 
him. | mean, | imagine it would be pretty weird to have some dude hitting on you if 
you weren’t gay. Assuming that he was being hit on of course, though the way Kanji 
said that, it sure seemed that way. 


Besides, that wasn’t a guy. If Kanji DID roll that way, he probably would have picked 
up on that. Not that you need to roll that way to pick up on that anyway, it was a 
really shitty disguise. And it apparently worked, much to Justin’s dismay. Point 
being, if he was gay, he was going to be severely disappointed really quick. 


“Huh? What the hell are you pricks looking at!?” 


Justin snapped back into reality. He had been so busy debating back and forth in his 
head the possibility of Kanji being a homosexual that he had completely fazed out 
of reality. He wasn’t sure why, it wasn’t like it was any of Justin’s business what 


Kanji’s sexuality was. That was between him and... Justin couldn’t even really say 
“that girl,” because Kanji clearly thought it was a guy. 


Justin was going to answer with a snide remark, though that was cut off quickly as 
Kanji came running at the group. The rest of the group darted away quicker than 
Justin’s eyes could keep up. It took a second longer for Justin to start running, a 
quick shrug before jetting after the rest of the group. If it were up to him, he would 
have just walked away. He wasn’t afraid of Kanji, but all the same, he had no 
intention of explaining what the rest of the group had been doing eavesdropping on 
a private conversation like that. A shrug more than sufficed; it signified he had only 
ran after the group because they had all ran, not because of his own choice. 


It took a moment longer for Justin to catch up with the others as a result. From the 
looks on everyone’s faces as he rounded the corner, it looked like they had half 
expected Kanji to have gotten him. And from the looks of it, Yosuke had fully 
intended to leave Justin as a human sacrifice of sorts. But that’s alright; Justin would 
get back at him for it, one way or another. 


“That scared the hell out of me. He’s even worse in person than on TV...” 
“Not really.” 

“How the hell could you not think so!” Yosuke shouted in between breaths. 
“Because he’s just a person.” 

“A person that can break your bones!” 

“Bones heal.” 


There was a brief pause of silence as everyone caught their breath, Yosuke and 
Justin taking slightly longer due to their brief exchange. 


“The one on TV last night was definitely Kanji-kun...” 


Justin could not stop himself from flinging his hands up into the air. Of course it was 
fucking Kanji! That was established hours ago! 


“Yeah... and | just realized something. Remember the common points we were 
talking about? His mom fits the pattern. She’s a woman, and she knew Ms. Yamano. 
But it was her son who appeared on TV... So what does that mean?” 


“Kanji’s the one that appeared on TV, right? So he has to be the target.” Yu 
remarked. 


“Yeah, that’s what it seemed like, based on the TV image... But his mother fits the 
pattern more than he does.” 


“Oh, maybe it’s similar to my case. If you think about it, my mother fit the victim 
profile more than | did. She was the one who dealt directly with Ms. Yamano... but | 
was the one who was targeted.” 


“Does that mean it’ll be the kid again, instead of the mother? But if that’s true, then 
the killer’s motive makes no sense at all. It’d have nothing to do with silencing 
witnesses or revenge or anything.” 


“| would hold off on the ‘revenge’ portion of that speech, Chie.” 
“Huh? What do you mean?” 


Justin had considered what would drive someone to target the victims children 
instead of the victim for a while now, and everything seemed to point to the same 
explanation; revenge. 


“Well think of it like this. Pretend you’re a mother. What’s the most precious thing in 
the world to you? Your children, right? Now, if | was the killer, and | wanted revenge, 
wouldn’t | want to take away something more precious to you than your own life? 
What if | were to take away your child’s life instead?” 


“That’s really fucked up...” Yosuke groaned. 
“Aren’t all murders?” 
“You might be on to something...” 


Despite her words, it seemed Chie was still not entirely convinced. Justin had 
thought he had done a good job explaining his theory, but apparently not. 


“Y’think we’re on the wrong track...? Maybe even the first case had nothing to do 
with grudges or revenge.” 


“All murder has something to do with revenge, Yosuke.” 
“Not really...” 

“Yes really. Give me an example of a murder scenario.” 
“Some guy kills a guy over a girl their both interested in.” 
“Revenge for taking your girl.” 

“Self defense.” 

“Revenge for putting your life in jeopardy.” 


“Drunken bar fight.” 


“Revenge for all those things that Russian said about your mother and slash or 
girlfriend.” 


Yosuke scrunched his face up slightly before nodding with defeat. 
“Maybe there’s some kind of secret in the textile shop itself...?” 


The group paused for a moment, soaking in all the information that had been 
exchanged. Justin half hoped everyone would agree with his theory on the murder 
cases, but alas, no one seemed to speak of it. Back to the drawing board... 


“Argh! I’m totally lost!” 
“But we can’t ignore this.” 


“Hmmm... Why don’t we just go ahead and ask Kanji himself? We could at least see 
if anything’s odd’s happened lately. He scares the wits out of me but...” 


Justin could not help but slam his palm into his head. It hurt like a bitch too, but not 
quite as much as Chie’s comment hurt his brain. 


“That’s what we were supposed to do in the FIRST PLACE!” 
“| was just throwing an idea out! Sheesh!” 


Justin just shook his head before crossing his arms. It was seriously getting on his 
nerves how poorly this entire investigation was being handled. | mean, he wasn’t 
really expecting much in the first place, they were only in high-school after all, but 
come on. Could they at least stick to one plan instead of jumping back and forth 
between doing something and not doing it? 


“Hey, wasn’t Kanji making plans with that weird kid a moment ago? Something 
about meeting up at school? | heard he’s been skipping school ever since the new 
year started... Doesn’t that seem a little suspicious?” 


“Yeah, something did seem weird. Yeah, there’s something suspicious alright. 
There’s something funny going on here... | can sense it.” 


“Sense? You sound like Teddie... Still, we might find some clues.” 


“Wait, wait, wait a second here. | know you’re not about to suggest eavesdropping 
on them.” 


“Huh? Well, yeah.” 
“No. Out of the question. Leave them to their business.” 


“What?” Yosuke seemed more than a little opposed to Justin’s objections. 


“But something’s not quite right about those two!” Chie spoke up, trying to 
convince Justin. 


“Alright, Chie, how would you like it if we were on a date and everyone else was 
watching you, taking notes, talking about you behind your back, trying to draw 
conclusions about you and your life just because they thought something ‘wasn’t 
quite right about us’. Would YOU be okay with that?” 


“W-well, no but they’re not--Wait... You don’t think...?” 

“It’s clear as day.” 

“But, they’re both dudes...” 

“No they’re not! Jesus, why is this so hard for you all to comprehend.” 

“What? Dude, what are you blabbering about now?” 

“That was not a boy he was with!” 

“Dude, that was clearly a guy.” 

“Yeaaaaah, | think | would have noticed if he was a she.” 

“You people disgust me.” 

“Look, | don’t like this anymore than you do, but we have to get that information.” 


Justin starred at Yosuke for a moment. He wanted no part of this, and every single 
person who was there should feel ashamed of themselves right now. What those 
two do is their own business, not Yosuke’s, not Chie’s, not Justin’s; theirs. And here 
Yosuke was, suggesting they all spy on them. 


“| don’t want any part of this.” 


“Justin, listen to me. If we don’t do this, people might die. Are you willing to let that 
happen just so you can give Kanji a little privacy?” 


“There are other ways, Yosuke.” 
“Oh yeah? Name one.” 


“How about waiting it out, let him get kidnapped, rescue him, get eye-witness 
testimony. Hell how about we just ask him like a normal fucking human being.” 


“You saw how well that worked out last time! And what happens if we can’t rescue 
him in time? What then!?” 


“We can, and we will.” 


“No. We can end this before anyone else has to get hurt.” 


Justin pressed his palm against his head. Yosuke had a point, but... Justin wasn’t 
sure how to react anymore. He was completely and utterly morally opposed to the 
idea; but what if what Yosuke said was true. What if they could end this all here? 
Was Justin willing to risk letting that information slip through their hands, just 
because of his moral views? Justin sighed slightly. 


“I’m not promising anything.” 


“That’s good enough for me.” Yosuke remarked, a small grin Sweeping across his 
face. Justin wasn’t sure what the hell he was smiling about. What they were doing 
was completely and utterly disgusting to every sense in Justin’s body. What was 
there to be so happy about in that? 


“Alright... Let’s try staking out both Kanji and his family’s store. We definitely don’t 
want the killer getting ahead of us.” 


Everyone nodded in agreement, save Justin, who was still on the fence on this whole 
issue. 


“That being said... Yukiko, can | have your number.” 


Justin couldn’t help but shake his head in slight disgust. They had just gone from 
completely and utterly destroying Kanji’s privacy to trying to get Yukiko’s cell phone 
number, as if nothing had even happened. What in the fuck was wrong with Yosuke? 


“Hey... was this your plan all along?” 


“Yeah, that’s right Chie. Yosuke’s the killer, and he’s been murdering everyone to 
get Yukiko’s number. And he would have gotten away with it too if it weren’t for 
your deductive reasoning. Have a gold badge.” 


“Uh, that’s not what | meant!” 
“| know, | know.” 


Yosuke shook his head at the two for a brief moment before jumping back into the 
conversation. 


“Uh, no? | got everybody’s number except for hers. And the Y section of my 
phonebook needs some filling out.” 


“What about Yu. Hell what about YOU Yosuke.” 
“Dude, why would | add myself to my contacts?” 


“In case you lost your phone?” 


“How the hell would | access my contacts if my phone was missing?” 
“Touché.” 


Justin felt like slapping himself for forgetting that very basic fact. Yosuke can’t 
actually get the contacts on his phone if he doesn’t have his phone. Still, Justin’s 
point still stood. He knew more than a few people whose names began with Y. Justin 
was about to speak up again when he heard Chie sigh. 


“While we’re on the subject, could you stop calling me at night just to tell dirty 
jokes?” 


“..He what?” 


Yosuke took a few steps back as he saw Justin’s eyebrows scrunch down, his eyes 
wide open with rage. Chie apparently didn’t hear Justin, because she just kept on 
going, much to Justin’s dismay. 


“You really sound like a pervert.” 


Justin turned his glare over towards Yosuke. He had been clearly pissed a moment 
ago, though Yosuke hadn’t really gotten the full force out of his stare until now. His 
pupil looked like a tiny dagger, ready to stab Yosuke at any second, his iris 
pulsating slightly as his anger seemed to fill his every being. It wasn’t even like 
Yosuke thought he did anything wrong either. It was just a joke, and it wasn’t like he 
did it all the time. Just once or twice. Justin starred at him for a good few seconds 
before loosening his glare, much to Yosuke’s relief. He looked back towards Chie, 
his eyebrows raised slightly. 


“Were the funny, at least?” 
“Nope.” 
“Ah...” 


Justin paused for a brief moment, nodding his head ever so slightly. Yosuke felt his 
heart finally starting to kick back up. It felt like it had frozen in place but a moment 
ago out of fear. Of course, Yosuke’s relief didn’t last for long as Justin immediately 
turned around and socked Yosuke right in his jaw, sending him flying to the ground. 
It wasn’t even one of Justin’s usual attacks to Yosuke, where he had just lightly 
whacked him; this was full-blown force being delivered from his fist. Yosuke was 
almost entirely positive one of his teeth had come loose. Chie looked mildly 
concerned, though she seemed more confused that Justin had punched Yosuke out 
over something as trivial as a dirty joke. 


“Wow. | didn’t take you as the jealous type,” Chie joked. She was going to give 
Justin a light shove, but decided against it, lest Justin still be pissed. 


“You learn something new ‘bout yourself every day.” Justin remarked, shaking his 
hand in the air. He wouldn’t let anyone else know it, but he had hit Yosuke hard 
enough that he had hurt his own hand. And let me tell you, it wasn’t just sore; it 
hurt like a bitch. Still, Justin couldn’t help but wonder why he had just gotten so 
pissed. Yeah, Yosuke should have known better, but it was just a joke after all, 
right? He sighed slightly; maybe Chie was right. He couldn’t believe that there was 
a possibility that he was jealous of Yosuke. Fucking. Yosuke. Like, is that even 
humanly possible. 


“OW!! My jaw!!” 


“A-Are you alright Yosuke?” Yukiko remarked. She sure seemed to care a lot about 
Yosuke’s well-being, much to Yu’s apparent dissatisfaction. 


“| can’t feel my wisdom teeth...” 
“Good, | just saved you a trip to the dentist’s office.” 


Chie just shook her head back and forth, a wide grin on her face. Justin couldn’t 
imagine why. He had more or less just kicked the crap out of someone for telling 
her a dirty joke. Didn’t that strike her as a little creepy? 


“Okay then, the stakeout is set for tomorrow. Hmm... Stakeouts... Tailing people... 
Whoo! I’m getting goosebumps.” 


“Oh please don’t get happy over tailing people.” 
“Come on, it’ll be just like that level in LA Noire.” 


Justin raised an eyebrow. Chie knew how to catch his interest, there was no doubt 
about it. 


“Can | be Phelps?” 


“Just this once.” 


